74                 ALPHA OF THE  PLOUGH
brought up from a well so deep that you could
imagine Australia to be not far from the bottom.
If only I could get to Australia!   I knew it lay
there under my feet with people walking along head
downwards   and   kangaroos   hopping   about   with
their young in their pockets.   It was merely a ques-^
tion of digging to get there*   I chose a sequestered'
corner and worked all a summer morning with a
heavy spade in the fury of this high emprise, but I only
got the length of the spade on the journey and retired
from the task with a sense of the bitter futility of life.
Never was there a garden more rich in fruit.
Around the western wall of the house was trained
a noble pear tree that flung its arms with engaging
confidence right up to my bedroom window. They
were hard pears that ripened only in keeping, and
at Christmas melted rich and luscious in the mouth.
They were kept locked up in the tool shed, btUlove
laughs P\ *flrk>ctTr"t}lfii and my brother foundTit pos-
sible to remove the lock without unlocking it by
tearing out the whole staple from its socket. My
father was greatly puzzled by the tendency of the
pears to diminish, but he was a kindly, unsuspecting
map who made no disagreeable inquiries.
Over the tool shed grew a grape vine* The roof
of the shed was accessible by a filbert tree, the first
of half a dozen that lined the garden on the side
remote from the road. On sunny days there was no
pleasanter place to lie than the top of the shed, with
the grapes, small but pleasant to the thirsty palate,